meg ns 


Occafon 'd by the 


DEATH 


OF THE 
UE Þ N: 
wiITH 


ALELIER 


From the AULEOE 


Mr. PRF DEN 


By a Gentleman 
A True Lover of his Country. 


At 


LONDON, 
- Printed by Tho. Warren for Francis Saanders, at the Blue 


QAcber Eris Log GE te IO } 
M DC XCV. 14. Jun# 


mr Et " ; I 
et #1 bbs 5h. 4 5 OD 


£ 


; , 
Pons 18 ** 
g- 7,4 2.0 
i 

Cr | 


o# 


toads had WO 2 


ST 


ay 


Py 
vw 


$ 

a 4 
» 

bus» 
»* 5 

id {- pl 

, ; < 
: * 
o 


| _—_ 


Py 


{i071 


+ 
id 


! 


A ot 


j 


ak 
= 


-Ma | 
» 
WS 5 
, ; dated; on 
* oF, 4 F 


a». 


SUES; 


ET ION 


ha A 


* ee des ef TN A 9 Tor 


ym hm "2 2 Pe Sree 


3 Tha 


$1-R,-- Off; T9 15s | 
Hough I have little Acquaintance with you, tor des 
1 fire to have more, 1 take upon me, with the Aſu- 
* - rance of a Poet, to make ths Dedication to you, 
which. 1 hope you will the more eafily excuſe, fince you have 
often usd the ſame freedom to others ; and fince I proteſt 
fencerely, that I expe no Money from you. —_- 
of cond not "OY. mentioning your Admired Lewis, 
hom you compare to Auguſtus, as juſtly as one may com 
pare you to Viroil Auguſtus (though not the lu Gage j 
Pattern of a Prince) yet, on ſome Occaftons, ſhow'd. Perſo- 
nal Valour-,-and was not-a League-Breaker, a Poifonor; 
Pyrat : Virgil was a good Man and a clean Poet, all his 
Excellent Writings may be carried by a Child in one hand 
more eafily , than all your Almanzors can be by a Porter 
upon both ſhoulders. 
When T ſaw your prodigious _ to the Tranſlation of 
Jyy nal , I feard you were wheeling to the Government ; 
of too I long expetted ſomething from you on the late 
fad occafion, that has employd ſo many Pens, but *tis well 
that you have kept filence ; I hope you'll always be on the 
other fide ; Did en Popery ever get any honour by you ? 
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or Joes ME rar pars in * Hrs 
rime, hoping that you and your _— wil diſſe whas I 
ove iwriveny Tremain, | 
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Octalion d by the 


DEATH of the QUEEN 


(HE Queen is dead and Lewis lives! 
O Juſtice, tho' from Earth long fince you flew, 
| Will you forſake the Heavens too ? 
O where are the Rewards that Virtue gives? 
. Or gives ſhe none, 
But her Poor helpleſs {elf alone ? 
Do the moſt earneft Vows made by Mankind 
To the Great God above mix idely with the Wind ? 
Has the Almighty from His height 
But an imperfe&t fight | 
Of things below the Firthament ? 
Or, if He plainly ſees and hears; - 
Can He be Goodnefs, yet.wou'd not.relent 
Toa whole wretched Nation's Pray” rs and Tears? 


Ceaſe to expoſtulate, Vain- Man, 
TH Almighty (much offended) can, 
But will not always ſee and hear ; 

He ſhuts His pitying Eye, He ſtops His willing Ear : 
Virtue the beſt Rewards to MH A RT gives, 
Juſtice in Heav'n alone muſt refuge find : 

For a fad Vengeance on deprav'd Mankind, 
' The Queen ts dead, and Lewis lives. 


Not to behold, 
Votes bought-and ſold ; 
Into the*Seats of Holineſs ſhe's gone : 
Leſs perfe&t Saints muſt ſtay - _ 
For part of their wiſh't Heav'n till the Great Juk ment-Day 2 
She's now Entire in the High mo where 
Few Earthly Rulers ever will app 
She's now where ſhe'll Her Glotous Williom ſee, 
(But Guarded Natious pray that, Late the time" may te): 
| With Him ſhe live'above + 
'In Triumph and 1 in Pure Eternal Love. 


For Evernear ThiAlmi ghty 1 is Her Place 
She's cloath'd with Light, Fo 
The Angels ſhe beholds, employs their Goht: 
And to the Heavens adds the Beanty: of Her Fave E 
The Cherubins and*Seraphins rejoice, 3 1 3:4 
To the Celeftial King -: of 150169 Bornornt of | 
© |Harmonidully they fang, 1 3 
And hear the Mack: of Her Yojce, ;- > 4h 
Thus Blefling and thus: Bleft, 
The Pious Queen looks: in 
From Her Etheril :Fhrone, 5 o | 
And wonders that the World's poſleſt... 2 | 
Still with-Infernal Vice ! What pleaſure Tyrants find « 
In the deftrution of Mankind ! 
 _ Why madly Heavn. to loſe, + ;:// 
By various 5 Wickedneſs, ſo many Mortals chooſe ! 
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The Duel of the Stags, by the Honourable Sir Robert, Shoard Together 
with ſeveral other Excellent Poems by the Earls of Rocheſter and Orrery , Sir 
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